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ed tempered by his sense of having de-

served a fortune from somebody, and why
land, and as I stooped over him to try and
bring him to, a sudden giddiness seized
me, a black cloud came before my eyes, and
I sank insensible by his fide. I don't

Amongst pc'pu'ar fallacies, a prominent
place must be given to taoJ rrHch arise
from the actual deception of the seuoJ;
for neither our ej esight nor our sense ef

MISCELLANEOUS IT05.
At.ways "Hard Pressed" Bricks.
MEiifi 0cw-fkss- t Affairs Hand-organ- s.

A Bad Sttlk of Arithmetic Division
among families.

I)01AG AOTHING IS IKHSG ILL."
" Jame, what are yon doing?"
"Nothing--

, "
" Who's that byj with you?".
"Charley, sir,"
"What's he doing?"
" Helping me, sir."
" Well, never let me catch eiJier of

yon doing it again."
Now that is rather an absurd dialogue,

but I dare say you have heard many like
it. There is no such thing as doing
nothing, for, as the text says, doing that
is doing ill.

It would not, therefore, be a difficult
thing to prove that a is a ne'er-do-we- ll,

and as James and Charicv belong-
ed to that order, they got a well-merite- d

reproof.
1 shall endeavor to show you in thia

brief discourse that there are two classes
of and that both are'ill-dotr- s.

1. Active That is, those
who have the appearance of always do-in-g

something, but in reality do nothing.
We read a long letter, crossed and

and after we have come to
"yours affectionately," we say, " A very
nice letter, but nothing in it "

We hear a gentleman give an address
or make a speech, and when he has con-
cluded, we say, "Wonderful man! he
spoke for an hour and said nothing."

We hear people complain about being
very tired sometimes, and find on inquiry
that they are tired of doing nothiDg.

A party of travelers started on a jour-
ney through the brush. They walked on
and on for many hours, now up hill and
now down valley, and they broke twigs of
brushwood, and blazed the trees with
their hatchets as they passed along, but
after two days' bard walking they found
themselves at exactly the same spot from
which they started.

I knew a man who was nearly eighty
years old, and when he was asked one
day, " Where are you now, and what are
you doing ? he replitd, with a

the head. "I am where I
was wben I was a lad, and doing just the
same thing." The fact was, his life had
been a failure. He bad always been
busy, but bad done nothing; had always
been jogging on, but came back to the
same place from which be started.

There are some people who are always
going to do something. "I mean to be a
regular dabster at painting," says a boy.
And be folds his arms, and chuckles over
the idea. He surrounds himself with
paper, brushes and pencils; reads a chap-
ter of tTAubigne to see if he will throw
any light on his subject; makes elaborate
preparations, but never really begins
Ue seems to think ihe painting will do
itself. lie grows ill-a- t ease with h's easel,
and does not stick to tbe coloring half so
well as the coloring sticks to him. He
thinks the "lines have not fallen in pleas-
ant places," and at last decides that na-
ture should draw him to paint, rather
than that he should draw nature. And
so his ambition dies away.

"I mean to be an author," says another,
and he begins to write an essay on
"Things in general;" but he exhauts him-
self long before be does his subject, and
soon decides that essay-writin- g is, unfor-
tunately, not bis forte.

And yon have, perhaps, determined a
great many times, to do something grand

something that shall make jour future
bright and glorious, and perhaps you
have bustled aliout a great deal over it;
but if you look back upon the past it is
possible you may see that after all yon
have done nothing. If this is the case,
never do it again.

2. Passive That is, those
who have the appearance of doing
nothing, but really do something.

John" had got into a scrape appear-
ances were against him, and lie saw the
school-maste- r was aliout to address him-
self to the work of giving him a dressing;
Edward sat there, and knew that John
was innocent, but he never pose a word.
He might have . screened his friend, and
saved his character and his back, but he
did nothing.

Yes, boys, you are right; he was a
mean, cowardly rascal. He was a pas-
sive

Let me give you a few instances in
which a passive does evil.

There is a rick, and a spark of fire is
smouldering at its side, and he does not
put it out; a play-fello- is in trouble,
and he does not say a word to cheer him;
a lad is drowning, and he does not jump
in to save him; a horse is starting off
without its driver, and he does not try to
stop it ; a man has been run over, and he
does not staunch his wound. And when
he is blamed, he says, " Really, I have
H.,no nnthino-- "Kn hnt. fliia ia the evil ;

he ought to have done something.
We judge people as much by what they

do not, as by what they do; and when, at
last, the great reckoning-da- y comes,

will be judged by the same stand-
ard. Inasmuch as ye did it not. Sunday
Setool Scholar.

Make a Solid Foundation.

A farmer's boy passed the whole morn-
ing piling up wood under the shed, and
when evening came be called the fanner
to look at his work, expecting to hear
words of praise from the old man's lips.
But the farmer was silent, although the
logs were piled up so evenly that it seem-
ed like one solid piece of wood.

The boy went sorrowfully to bed," for
he could not understand the farmer's
silent and thoughtful face. At earliest
dawn he betook himself to I he wood shed.

There stood the farmer, and at his feet
lay the wreck of the fine, even pile of
wood.

" Mr hnv " nairl the old man. "von
laid your heavy logs on the top; hut
mind, in the future you will do better.
Above all things, if you expect to heap
up wealth and character in a beautiful
pile that will stand to the end, you must
lay the heavy lig of temperance,
honesty, industry, and frugality at the
bottom."

The Work of this Administration.

Duriko this Administration all the
conquered States have been peacefully
brought back into Congress with full del-
egations of their own choosing; the great
cotton crop of the South has regained its
former ascendency in the markets of the
world; the back of gold speculation has
been effectually broken ; stability given
to trade and commerce; railway con-
struction has gone on upon a prodigious
scale ; the Pacific Railroad protected
against tbe Indians, and a new line at
the North partially built ; measures com-
pleted for the construction of the Southern
Pacific Railroad ; a regular line of mail
8teimers from San Francisco to Japan
and China established and sustained, and
also one from New York to the Capital
of Brazil ; and the national census shows
the wealth of the Republic, notwithstand-
ing the devastations of the civil war, to
have risen to an equality with that of the
British Isles. Great progres has been
made toward a permanent peace with the
Indians and their civilization and accept
ance of our institutions

These things we take to be evidence of
substantial statesmanship ; and as re- -
eards the men who have led in public af-
fairs, the ability of Secretary Boutwell
for the conduct of our finances, of Sec-
retary Creswell for the management of
our postal service, and of Morton, Wilson,
bchenck, Dawes, Garfield, Schofaeld, and
Scott for the lead in legislation, is evi-
dence by the results. Through all the
excitement of this Administration, Presi-
dent Grant has been calm, unruffled, pa-

tient, attentive to business, always ac-

cessible to the public, a ready l:s et er and
a frhrewd and discriminating critic and
judge. From first to last his guidance
has been visible, and if this is not states-
manship, let ns ask what then is? Phila--
de'p.ia Aorth Amrrian.

A wtld man. said to be entirely cov
ered with hair, and as untamed and fleet
as a buck, is occasionally seen in the
viciaity of San Pedro Bay, Fla. He
feeds on berries, but as soon as he be-
comes an are of the prt sence of any of
his own he runs into the swamps.
He is supposed to be a deterU r during the
war, and the fear of capture seems to be
the governing principle of his wildlife.

Whin I was but country lass, now fifteen years
aeo,

I lived where flows the Overprock through meadows
wiueaiiu low:

There first, when ekiee were bending blue and blos- -
sqnu blowing tree,

I saw the ragged little boy who went to school with

His homeeptiti coat was 'frayed and worn, with
patches covered o'er.

His hat an, spch a hat as that was never seen be-
fore, . .

The bovs and girls, when first he came, they
- shouted in their glee,

And jeered tte ragged little boy who went to
,f ' school with me. '

His father was a laboring man, and mine was highly
born;

Oar people held both him and his In great con-
tempt and scorn

They said I should not stoop to own a playmate
such as he,

' The bright-eye- ragged little boy who went to

Yet spite of all the sneers around from children
better drest. ' a .

My heart went out do .meet the heart that beat
wunin nis Droat-Hi- s

look was fond, his voice was low, and strange
as it may be,

I loved the rasrged little boy who went to school
win ?ie. ,

For years they had forgotten him, but when again
we met,

His looks, his voice, his gentle ways remained in
memoYy yet;

They saw alone the man of mark, but I conld only

The bright-eyed-, ragged little boy who went to
school with me.

He had remembered me, it seemed, as I remem-
bered him;

Nor time, nor honors, In his mind the cherished
past coum aim;

Tonng love had grown to older love; and so to-d-

you see
I wed the lagged little boy that went to school

l WILU HIV.

Miscellany.

UJfCLE ISEOFFKEY'8 TALL COPY OF
: j TEEE.Xt'E.

My Uncle Geoffrey was as eccentric
an old gentleman as you could desire to
see. liut, as he used to say, he was
wealthy, and he could afford to be eccen
tric And he was right; for people put
up wun. nis --eccentricities who would
have denounced, him as a bear if it had
not been for his" money. At any rate,
with all his eccentricities, he was gener-
ous and liberal ; though at times he did
kindnesses in a very odd way. Once
on a time, for instance, he was applied to
for a contribution to a certain charity. He
always preferred being his own almoner;
for, he said, if you wanted to give five

- pounds for any specific purpose, the only
way to insure its reachiug its object
through any charitable organization, was
to add two more-five- to it,- - "to oil the ma
chinery," as he called it, meaning to pay
the costs of distribution. I don t

'think, by the way, that he
was very far wrong. "Well, in this
case, a local magnate was pestering him
to subscribe, as they were walking up the
High Street. My uncle knew that' his
friend was more famous for getting others
to subscribe than for hi3 own donations:

.and accordingly, just as. the philanthro-
pist was urainfr that ." "it. ia everv man's
duty to assist the struggling,1' my uncle's
eye chanced to light upon a small boy,
striving to push a heavy truck up the
hill. "Look here," said he; "if you'll
practice.-wha- t you preach, and help that
boy yonder along with his load, 111 give
you twenty pounds for roar charity." The

" pnuanturopisi wenuon.in a nun, ana my
uncle quietly stepped into the road, and
helped the boy to push his truck to the
top of the ascent. . ,

1 his is but one instance of his eccentric-
ity; but it will serve to throw a light on
his character, especially when I add that
the subscription list o'f the charity when
published contained the following
item:
"From one who earned it by pushin" a truck

Tip High Street 20."
My Vncle Geoffrey was a bachelor.

People tlid say something about a
early life, but with

what truth, I know not. He had two sis-
ters, both of whom married professional

. men; in other-word- did not make very
good matahes. My father was an officer
in the navy, who died of fever while off
the African coast, cruising after slavers.
My mother did" not long survive him, and
left me, her only child, to the care of her
brother. Her sister had married a clergy-
man, a curate in a manufacturing town.
One night a terrible lire broke out in a
factory close to their lodgings, and spread
so rapidly that, when assistance arrived,
all in the house had perished, except my
cousin, a lad of about ten, who-- at the first
alarm had rushed out into the street, IeVv:
ing his little brothers and sisters, who
slept in the next room to him, to their
fate. r .

My Uncle Geoffrey adopted both his
nephews. We .were brought up under
his own eye by a tutor, who had been a
schoolfellow of his, an exceedingly clever
scholar, "who would have taken very high
honors at the university, but for a serious
illness which had prostrated him at the
time when he should have gone in for his
examination.

My cousin George was my senior by
some three years, and was, therefore, al-
ways held by my uncle to .be his heir;
though he always added, when he men-
tioned the fact, that Dick meaning me

should not want.
After a time we were sent to college;

our r, who had taken orders and
acted as curate in the village a few years
before we matriculated, being appointed
to a living in my uncle's gift. As we were
now young men, and our tutor was gone,
our uncle became our mentor; and, as
might be expected, laid down very extra-
ordinary rules for our conduct. "One of
the chief of these was, that we were not
to fall in love or go but that,
supposing such a misfortune as falling in
love did overtake us, he was to be imme-
diately informed.

He made each of as a handsome allow-
ance, and did not insist greatly in our dis-
tinguishing ourselves at college. As might
be expected, we both took things easily,
and lived well, though we were careful to
pass our examinations; for Uncle Geoffrey
had always set his face against a "fellow's
beinff plueked," as it used to be called in
his time.

In tne long vacation he allowed us, af-
ter a month's stay at the Manor House,
to wander wherever we chose; and he
placed his yacht at our disposal entirely.
He used it himself in the spring and sum-
mer, and declared that we youngters
didn't want to be bothered by an old man
like him, and so should have the craft to
ourselves.

In our yachting excursions George used
always to take the command. He was a
headstrong, selfish fellow by nature, and
the indulgence shown to both of us by
our uncle was in his case at least unfor-
tunate, for it encouragsd the growth of
his failings. In my case I fear my uncle's
kindness humored a tendency to careless-
ness in money matters, for I knew that
his purse was always open.

After a time I found George alwavs
took the yacht to a small but pretty sea-
port on the south coast, called Gulstone.
Nor was I long in discovering the reason
of this choice of an anchorage, though at
first it seemed hardly a probable one. The
fact was, George was paying attentions to
a Miss Pdwsby, whose father, a retired
soap:boiler, had purchased a villa near
Gulstone. Now, Miss Powsby was not
very pretty; on the contrary, she was ab-
normally plain. She was not ugly, for
ugliness has a sort of piquancy which ab-
solute plainness entirely lacks.

But she had her attractions. She was
an only child, and Powsby pere had not
boiled soap for half his life to no purpose.
Mrs.: Powsby had been a distant connec-
tion of a real live lord, and she had in-

stilled into her husband the necessity for
giving Penelope's hand to a genteel and
well-bre- d auvtor. Consequently old P.
turned up his nose at all the young mer.
in his own sphere of life, and looked
about for a husband for his child in a
class in which he had no friends and few
acquaintances. When George, the heir
presumptive of Uncle Geoffrey, and, there-
fore, probable future lord of the Manor of
Gillandale, having been introduced to
Penelope at the Bachelor's Ball at Gul-
stone, began to show her marked atten-
tion, you may be sure neither she nor her
father attempted to repulse his advances.

But George was artful enough to con

ceal his attachment from me for a long
time. Indeed, it was not until I. in mv
turn, tell a victim to the tender passion
uiai j. discovered what was going on.

The Greeks had a profound and excel
lent reason for describing the Goddess of
Love as born of the sea. If you want to
make up a match between two people,
who may even hate each other, send them
off to sea for a voyage, and they will come
pack engaged. JKven the shore, the sea
side, is equally perilous. There are more
marriages settled on the sands and the
beach than on any other portions of terra
firma. By all of which moralizing, I de
sire oniy to pieaa an excuse lor the fact
that I was head over ears in love with
Lucy Wilmot before we had met half a
dozen times on the parade at Gulstone,
We were introduced by a boisterous
zephyr, which blew her sunshade over
the cliff, and gave me the opportunity of
running alter it.

It was Lucy who told me of George's
flame. When I mentioned my name, she
Knew me asiiis cousin and fellow-yachtsma-

and, supposing, of course, that 1

was his confidant, spoke of his engage
ment to Miss Powsby, whose companion
and distant relative she was.

I reproached George for having kept a
secret from me; whereupon he grew very
angry, and said with a sneer that he sup-
posed I wanted to tell our uncle, and get
him into disgrace. I was nettled, and an
swered sharply, and we had words. In
the heat of the quarrel I mentioned how I
came to hear of his attachment, and I
saw, as I spoke, a malicious gleam come
mto ueorsre s eye.

"Soho!" said he, "Master Goodchild,
the industrious apprentice so you have
been falling in love, too? and with a pen
niless governess, uang it all ! it uncle
Geoffrey is no fool, he'll see that my
choice is, at any rate, a wiser one than
yours!"

He will have an early opportunity of
deciding," I replied; "for as soon as we
return, I shall tell him of my attach-
ment"

But I'll trouble you." interrupted
George, "not to say anything about mine!
Do so at your peril !"

Don t threaten." said I. "I am no tale
bearer, and have no desire to speak of
what does not concern me. Only I would
remind you that your uncle desires to
be told immediately of any serious at-
tachments we may "form. For your own
saKe."

For yours, you mean," said George.
angrily. "I am judge of my own acts and
interests. The old boy is getting shaky
and can't last long, and I don't see why I
should bother him. I shall not marrv till
after his death, when it won't matter what
his views upon matrimony were!"
- I did not like to hear him speak of
our uncle's, death so so
I dropped the subject, and we parted.

un our return to Uillandale I toot an
early opportunity of telling my uncle the
state of; my feelings. He did not seem
surprised, and, although, as I had expect-
ed, he Stated his disapproval of marriage,
especially with a dowerless girl, it was
not so Strongly expressed as I had antici-
pated, i It struck me as odd, at the time,
that he;seemed to be thoroughly acquaint-
ed witli the whole story before I had got
half-wa- y through my narration of it.

He took occasion to banter me on the
subject the very next time George was
present, and George laughed heartily, and
even joined in deriding the idea of a por-
tionless bride. But he was careful to con-
fine himself to that, and not to press his
wit too sharply, probably from a fear that
I might be driven beyond my patience,
and turn the tables on him by revealing
what I knew about Penelope Powsby.
,. My uncle, however, did not quit the
subject without unconsciously putting
George in a far worse state of discomfort
than me. He said to him: "Ah, George,
how I wish Dick had your prudence and
coolness. There's no fear of your being
entrapped into matrimony, I know!

pSeart whole, eh, George?" George nod
ded his head, and was seized with a vio-
lent fit of coughing that made him quite
red in the face. It was my turn to laugh
then, When Uncle Geoffrey, with a chuckle
said: "Look there,- Dick; the very idea of
marrying sticks in his throat!"

After a while the subject seemed to be
forgotten by both my uncle and George.
As for me, it was, of course, impos-
sible that I should allow so vitally im-
portant a matter to slip from my mind.
I was constantly pondering over plans for
the" future, and striving to arrive at some
decision as to what I should do to earn a
living with the speediest prospect of
marriage.

At last I determined to ask my uncle to
give me the means of articling myself to
a solicitor, arid setting up in the world.
But he refused me point-blan- "What
on earth do you want to turn pettifogger
for, when in a short time you'll have
enough to live on comfortably? Can't
you wait a year or so till the old man
dies? I haven't got a much longer lease
of life; you needn't grudge it me, Dick."
I felt greatly hurt at his words, and pro-
tested against the accusation.

Uncle Geoffrey got cross, and I fired up
too; and, before either of us was aware,
we had quarrelled. It was but a tiff, but
it wound up with a declaration on my
part not to accept further favors of him,
but to go into the world and see what I
could do for myself. But the storm soon
blew over. Next day my uncle gave me
a good-tempere-d lecture, and, telling me
I was too young to think of marrying yet,
managed at last to persuade me ti prom-
ise him that I would wait a couple of
years, and that then, if I was of the same
mind, he would do what I wished in re-
gard to my choice of a profession.

When I told George of this arrange-
ment he called me a fool for my pains.
" Did I think any girl would promise to
wait for a man all that time? or even if
she did promise, would be faithful to
him? Of course not! Was not I sac-
rificing her to the whims of an old
tyrant?" I thought this a strange line to
take, considering his own situation, and I
said as much; but I only got snubbed for
doing so. "What an ass you must be,"
he said, "not to see the difference ! Miss
Powsby is quite content to wait till the
old boy's death, when 1 shall get the
estates. That is waiting for a certainty;
in your case.it's only waitingfor a remote
chance. If I were you, 1 should go and
repudiate the arrangement at once. I'll
do what I can to help you if the old boy
won't come down."

I declined his advice, for several rea-
sons. I was fond of Uncle Geoffrey, and
would rather suffer myself, than put him
to pain, which I should have done by leav-
ing him. Besides, I knew that George's
promise-t- o do what he could to help me
was a very poor reed to rely on. In our
boyish days I had always spent my
pocket-mone- y before I got it, while
George always contrived to lay by out of
his. But he was not to be prevailed upon
to lend me any, even in my direst need.
He always required it for some special
purpose; for some luxurious bit of

Finally, I had a suspicion,
which 1 was almost ashamed to own, that
George's advice was not entirsly disin-
terested. If I had a quarrel with my
uncle, who but George would profit by it.
in the sole and undivided inheritance of
our uncle's proper jy?

When but a year and a half of my
probation had passed, and while I was
away at Gulstone, my uncle died. His
end appeared to have been peaceful, for he
was found lying seemingly asleep in his
bed. I need hardly say I returned at
once to find George had promptly install
ed himself as master of Gillandale. I
acquiesced, though it seemed to me
a somewhat too ready assumption of
authority.

When after the funeral we came to ex
amine the will, we found our uncle's
eccentricity fully displayed. Indeed, its
provisions Were so very strange that
was advised by more than one solicitor
to contest it. "Bat that was faf from my
wish or intention, although 1 was sur- -

orised to find that my uncle had practic
ally broken his word with me. His will
handed over everything to George; leav-
ing him, with regard to my share under
the will, the" option between giving me
an estate some miles from Gillandale,
worth about five or six hunured a year.
and presenting me with my uncle's tall
copy of "Terence."

George laughed heartily at this clause
when it was read, and cried out that of
course I should have the "Terence;"
had always preferred the classics to
mathematics, and he was sure Uncle
Geoffrey meant it specially for me, for he
had had it rebound not a year before his
death.

But George did not laugh so loudly
when the lawyer came to the final clause
in the will, which provided that in the
case of George's marrying anyone of the
name of Penelope he was to forfeit the
property, which would then pass over to
me.

George vowed that if he had not made
up his mind about the " Terence" before,
he had now, for he was sure I had betrayed
his secret to my uncle. I disdained to re-
ply, for to avow my innocence might look
like an attempt to induce him to change
his mind about the tall copy of Terence.
But 1 learned before I left the house that
the steward of the yacht, who was a con
fidential servant of my uncle's, had told
him all about our doings at Gulstone.

I did not stay at Gillandale a moment
longer than was necessary to pack up my
clothes and. other belongings. 1 had my
last quarter s allowance untouched, for 1
had been away when it fell due, and my
uncle had given it to old Mrs. JUardew,
the housekeeper, to take care of for me,

It was not a large sum, but it was
enough to exist on for a while, until I
could look about me and find some em
ployment.

1 had halt determined not to accept the
"Terence," but on second thoughts I
made up my mind to take it as a memento
of Uncle Goeffrey, whom I could not help
loving in despite or his injustice to
me. So I put it at the bottom of my box,
and turned my back, as I thought, for the
last time on the place that for so many
years had been my home.

you will very likely be able to
guess whither I bent my steps. One place
was as good as another to meditate on my
fortunes in, but at Gulstone I should at
least find consolation and sympathy ; and
accordingly to Gulstone I bent my steps.
It was the height of the season, I found,
and lodgings were scarce and dear ; but I
was tortunate enough to get a clean ana
comfortable room in the cottage of a
coastguard, situated about a mile out of
the town.

Alas ! as might have been expected, I
forgot in the pleasure of the present the
necessity of planning for the future.
Days and weeks sped away, and were
spent in wandering and waiting to catch
a passing glimpse, or oh, happiness ! a
short interview with Lucy.

In the meantime, a terrible storm had
burst on the Powsby family. George
wrote to Penelope, and told her about the
final clause of the will. It would be use
less, he urged, to prolong their engage
ment. To marry her he must saenncetne
property, and he felt sure she would not
wish to wed a beggar. When feneiope
showed the letter to Lucy, she at once
declared that I should never dream of
taking advantage of such a clause to de
prive tieorge ot the estates; put rene- -
lope was a woman of the world, and she
pointed out, that, considering the shabby
way in which George had behaved to me,
I should be justified in taking any steps to
avenge myself. Human beings were falli-
ble and uncertain, she said; and, though
I might promise not to do so, when the
marriage had actually taken place, the
temptation might be too strong.

Old Jrowsby was simply lunous. With
out waiting to consult his daughter, he at
once instructed his solicitors to commence
an action for breach of promise.

J. his startled George, and brought him
round in the yacht, to try and compro-
mise matters. It was some time before
old Powsby would consent to see him,
and then only at the urgent entreaty of
Penelope, who was anxious to avoid the
publicity of an action at law.

uy this time the contents ot my purse
had reached a point of tenuity which
woke me from my dreaming. I must be
stirring if I would not starve. I told
Lucy, and in the course of the conversa-
tion I said, half jestingly, that at any rate
before I starved I could sell that tall copy
of Terence ! Lucy laughingly expressed
a wish to see the interesting volume, so I
promised to bring it over the next day.
Accordingly, when leaving my lodging
the following morning, 1 put the parchmen-

t-bound book under my arm, and, as
the tide was going out, descended the
cliff, intending to walk along the sands.

it was a nice fresh morning, and I
strolled along gently, keeping close to the
tide-lin- turning over with my stick tne
odds and ends which the waves left be-

hind them, and sending the sand-hoppe-

flying before me in clouds.
All at once 1 heard a cry that did not

seem to be the call of a sea-bir- I looked
round, and a little farther up the beach I
saw a heap of clothes lying. I at once
saw the situation. Somebody had been
tempted to bathe by the fineness of the
day and the seclusion of the little bay. I
had been warned of the danger of so
doiner bv mv coast-ctiar- rl landlord onlv
two days before. A strong current swept
into the bay, and out round Itlagog s JN ose,
a point a mile south of the bay; and even
the best swimmers, if caught in this cur-
rent, would have enough to do to save
themselves. All this flashed across my
mind in an instant, while I gazed out sea-
ward. As the cry came again, more
feebly, I strained my sight in the direc-
tion whence it seemed to proceed, and
could discern a figure floating out to sea.
There was not a moment to lose. I kicked
off my boots, flung off coat and waiscoat,
and, throwing the tall copy on the top of
them, rushed into the water. The shore
shelved rapidly, and in a few minutes I
found myself swept off my feet by the
current, and began to strikeout in the di
rection ot the bather. 1 was an excellent
swimmer, and had only light flannels on,
so my clothes did not much impede my
progress.

As I rushed into the water I had given
a long, loud shout, and it seemed to en-
courage the drowning man, for his cries
seemed stronger. I felt that if the cur-
rent was no fiercer, and he he had pres-
ence of mind enough to obey my direc-
tions, I could save him.

Imagine my surprise on nearing him to
see that it was George! I am dad to
think that I felt nothing but surprise
not for one second did I feel any hesita-
tion. 1 called to him to lie on his back
I knew he was no swimmer, but could
float, which is easy enough in salt water.
Then I swam up to him and began to
push him before me towards shore.

The task proved more difficult than I
had calculated. I cauld make little head-
way across the current, and our only
hope of safety lay in working diagonally
nearer and nearer shore as it carried us to
the Nose. If we were once borne beyond
that we were lost, for the open sea lay be-
fore us. At length by slow degrees I
edged him closer and closer to land, and
felt the force of the current diminish.
Finally we got into comparatively still
water under the lee of the point, and I
managed to get George on shore. He
fainted away as soon as we reached dry

snouid it not come from his wife s long
since-forgotte- n old uncle as well as from
any other Quarter? ITe was very clad to get
It but it was quite in the natural orderof
things, you know. It was Poor Pillicod- -
dy who flung up his hat and shed tears,
and stood treat leriion-soda- i with cream.

And that is always the way with Poor
Pillicoddy. I might have known that the"
good news had nothing to do with him.
Poor he has always been, and poor he
win always remain. His best clothes are
threadbare, and shiny at the angles. His
best dinner would be very far from a
"square meal " for most folks. He is al
ways running round with subscription
papers for other people, no worse oil in
this world's goods than himself. He
walks his pegged boots down to the welt
to win a pair of patent-leather- s for his
neighbor. He makes a joke of what he
cans his own bad fortune, and is beside
himself with joy when anybody else is in
luck.

The only thing that grieves Poor Pilli
coddy i3 the suggestion, from one who is
aware of his ways, that charity begins at
home; that even an old bachelor owes
something to himself; that he really ought
to devote more time to his own interests.
Then, indeed, he is wounded and cast
down.

!,Oh, oh!" the poor fellow sobs, and
the twinkle goes out of his eyes altogether
and follows the old wet paths down his
cheeks, till tear and twinkle are alike lost
in his frayed, white shirt collar. "Oh,
oh ! would you have me throw away my
only happiness? I am too selfish I
can't do it, I can't do it," moans Poor
Pillicoddy. From the "Old Cabinet," in
Scribner's for July.

The Baltimore Resolutions.

The following is the platform adopted
by the recent National Democratic Con-
vention, the resolutions being identical
with those adopted by the Liberal Repub-
lican Convention at Cincinnati :

1. We recognize the equality of all men
before the law, and hold that it is the dnty
of Government, in its dealings with the peo-
ple, to mete out equal and exact justice to
all, of whatever nativity, race, color, or per
suasion, religious or political.

2. We pledge ourselves to maintain the
Union of these States, emancipation and en-
franchisement, and to oppose any
of the qnestions settled by the Thirteenth,
Fourteenth and Fifteenth Amendments of
the Constitution.

3. We demand the immediate and abso
lute removal of all disabilities imposed on
acconnt of the rebellion which was finally
subdued seven years ago, believing thai uni-
versal amnesty will result in complete pacifi-
cation in all sections of the country.

4. Local with impartial
suffrage, will guard the rights of all citizens
more securely than any centralized power.
The public welfare requires the supremacy
of the civil over the military authority, and
the freedom of person under the protection
of the habeas citrpwt. We demand for the
individual the largest liberty consistent with
public order, for the State
and for the Nation a return to the methods
of peace and the Constitutional limitations
of power.

5. The Civil Service of the Government has
become a mere instrument of partisan tyran-
ny and personal ambition, and an objact of
selfish greed. It is a scandal and reproach
upon free institutions, and breeds a demor-
alization dangerous to the perpetuity of re-
publican government.

6. We therefore regard a thorough reform
of the Civil Service as one of the most press-
ing necessities of the hour; that honesty, ca-
pacity and fidelity constitute the only valid
claims to public employment; that the offices
of the Government cease to be a matter of
arbitrary favoritism and patronage, and that
public station shall become again a place ol
honor. To this end it is imperatively re-
quired that no President shall be a candidate
for

7. We demand a system of Federal taxa
tion which shall not unnecessarily interfere
with the industry of the people, and which
shall provide the means necessary to pay the
expenses of the Government, economically
administered, the pensions, the interest on
the public debt, and a moderate annual re-
duction of the principal thereof; and recog-
nizing that there are, in our midst, honest
but irreconcilable differences of opinion with
regard to the respective systems of protec-
tion and free trade, we remit the discussion
of the subject to the people in their Congres-
sional Districts, and the decision of Congress
thereon, wholly free from Executive inter-
ference or dictation.

8. The public credit must be sacredly
maintained, and we denounce repudiation in
every form and guise.

v. A speedy return to specie payments is
demanded alike by the highest considera-
tions of commercial morality and honest
government.

10. we remember witn gratitude tne hero-
ism and sacrifices of the soldiers and sailors
of the Republic, and no act of ours shall
ever detract from their justly-earne- d fame or
the full rewards of their patriotism.

11. We are opposed to all further grants
of land to railroads or other corporations.
The public domain should be held sacred to
actnal settlers.

13. We hold that it is the duty of the Gov
ernment, in its intercourse with foreign na-
tions, to cultivate the friendships of peace,
by treating with all on lair and equal terms,
regarding it alike dishonorable either to de
mand what is not right or submit to what is
wrong.

13. For the promotion and success of these
vital principles, and the support of the candi-
dates nominated by this Convention, we in-

vite and cordially welcome the
of all patriotic citizens, without regard to
previous political affiliations.

Popular Fallacies.

Two rrcKDRED years ago, that quaint old
writer, Sir Thomas Browne, filled two
large volumes with an account of what
he conceived to be Vulgar ii.rrors
"Psendodoxia Epidemica" and although
modern science has done much to diffuse
sound knowledge in regard to the phe-
nomena around us, yet popular fallacies
have not, as yet, quite disappeared. Even
our text-book- s of popular science, and
many of our scientific papers,
continue to propagate and perpetuate
mistakes which may well be classed with
the "vulgar errors" of Dr. Browne. Thus,
nothing is more commorvthan to hear of
the tubular character of hair; indeed, al
most everyone that we meet will, if
asked, tell us that the hairs of our head
are very fine tubes. And yet every hair
is a good solid cylinder a fact which has
been published hundreds of times, but
which seems to have no effect upon the
popular belief. It is true that a hair,
when examined uader the microscope,
looks something like a tube; but then so
does a solid metallic wire a fine needle,
for example. That which gives rise to
the tubular appearance is simply the
bright line which is always seen on every
cylinder a stove-pipe- , for example, or
even a common black-lea- d pencil. W hen
we take the hair, however, and having
cut a slice off of the end, examine this
slice, we find that it is not a ring, as it
would be if cut from the end of a tube,
but a solid disk.

Another singular idea, which has
gained very general ground, i3, that the
moons of Jupiter can be seen in a looking--

glass; and if, some bright night, we
try the experiment, we shall actually see
Jupiter in the looking-glass-, accompanied
by a very faint star, which constantly
maintains the same distance from the
planet. Further examination will show
us that every bright star presents the
same appearance; and, if we reflect a
little upon the phenomenon, we shall see
that the moon is only the faint
image of the star or planet reflected from
the surface of the glass, while the bright
image reflected from the surface of "the
mercury is what we call the star itself.
A lamp or candle held before a thick mir-
ror will present precisely the same ap-
pearance. Simple though the explanation
be, however, there are few errors that
have taken a deeper hold on the minds of
the pseudo-scientif- ic than this.

know how long We lay In this state ; but
1 awoke at last to tind a couple or coast
guardsmen rubbing ouf hands and feet,
and endeavoring to restore animation by
the best means in tueir power, as soon
as we were a little better, one of them
ran up to the station to bring us dry
clothes and a little rum. In about an
hour's time we were able to get up the
cliff, and were driven home in a cart that
these good fellows had borrowed of a
neighboring farmer.

We were both of us too much exhaust
ed to talk much ; but George pressed my
hand when I got out of our conveyance
at my lodging, leaving him to go on to
the hotel at which he stayed when on
shore.

Neither of us left his bed for a couple
of days. As soon as I got home I had
sent down to the beach to recover my
clothes and book, but I was too late. The
tide had turned, and they were carried
off; and George's were in imminent dan-
ger of the same fate, for the waves were
already besprinkling them with spray
when my messenger reached tne place.

My coastguardsman passed the word to
his mates, our rescuers, at the Nose,
where he said the things were pretty cer
tain to be washed ashore, un the second
day his prediction proved true, the coat,
waistcoat, and book having been picked
up along the sands. The boots were ir-
retrievably gone, and I need hardly say
the contents of my waistcoat pockets had
been tumbled out. As for the book, it
was in a most dilapidated state. Its
covers were warped, and in several
places the parchment had become
detached from the millboard. When I
met Lucy the next day I showed it her
with the rueful remark that its value was
considerably diminished. She examined
it with the truly feminine desire of seeing
if it could not be repaired. Suddenly
she gave a cry of surprise, and drew out
a folded parchment from the inside of the
cover.

1 o make a long story short, it was a
codicil to my uncle's will ! It revoked
all the previous dispositions and settled
everything on me. A further examina-
tion of the cover brought to light a letter
addressed to me, with an open memoran-
dum enclosed for George.

The letter to me said that if I took care
of the book he had little doubt I should
some time or other discover its contents.
If I sold it I should lose and deserve to
lose all. To George, my uncle's note
pointed out that if he had given me the
estate instead of the book, the codicil
would have remained undiscovered on
the shelves at Gillandale; "for," wrote
the old gentleman, with a touch of sar-
casm, "you are not likely to care for the
comedies of Terence while you have a
bank-boo- to study."

As we had hnished reading, George
came up. He began to express his re
morse for the way in which he had treat
ed me, when I put the codicil and the
letters into his hands. He turned pale
and sank on the seat. "It serves me
right!" said he, "it deprives me of the
power of doing what I wished making
you some reparation of the wrong I did
you?'

JNot another word, ueorge, said 1,
taking his hand; "we'll divide it equally
between us." And so we did; and George
married Penelope, and I married Lucy,
and we are as happy as the days are long;
for George has been a different man since
the day when we were so nearly drowned
off Magog's Nose. London Society.

The Coolest Robbery on Record.

Policeman Badger, of the Tenth Sta
tion, had a bit of experience the other
night which he is not fond of talking
about. It was past midnight, as he was
leisurely pushing his beat through Jessup
street, and as he came opposite to Dray-io- n

& Fogg's jewelry store he observed
gleams of light through the chinks of the
shutters, and he rapped at the door.

"Is that you, policeman?" asked a voice
within.

"Yes," answered Badger.
"Well, it's only me. It's all right. Kind

o' chilly out, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"Thought so. I was just fixing the fire.

Good night."
Badger said "good night," and pursued

his way.
An hour afterward isaager passed

through Jessup street again, and saw the
light in the jewelry store. It didn't look
right, and he banged the door loudly.

'Halloo ! ' cried tne voice wimin. "is it
you, policeman?"

" i es."
"All right. Won't you come in and

warm you? It won t hurt anything for
you to slip from your beat a minute."

The door was opened and Policeman
Badger entered, and he found the inmate
to be a very gentlemanly-lookin- g man in
a linen-duste- r.

" Come right up to the stove, police
man. Excuse me a moment."

The man took the ash-pa- n from the bot
tom of the stove, and carried it down
cellar and emptied it, and when he had
returned and wiped his hands, he said,
with a smile :

' Chilly night, isn't it ?"
'Yes."
' Chilly outside, and dull inside. (An

other smile.) New goods for the spring
trade, and have to keep our eyes open.
Lonesome work, this watching all night ;
but I manage to find some comfort in
this. Won't you join me in a tip ?

Youll find it the pure thing."
And the man in the duster produced a

black bottle and a tumbler.
Policeman Badger partook, and having

wiped his lips, and given his fingers a
new warming, he left the store and re-
sumed his beat, satisfied that all was right
at Drayton & Fogg's.

But morning brought a new revealment.
Drayton & Fogg's store had been robbed
during the night of six thousand dollars'
worth of watches and jewelry ; and
though Policeman Badger carries in his
mind an exact daguerreotype of the rob
ber, the adroit rascal has not yet been
found. JXewbwg (N. T.) Journal.

Poor Pillicoddy.

Alono came Poor Pillicoddy in a par
oxysm of delight. His eyes danced and
twinkled, his round, dimpled cheeks were
all aglow. Even his ears were red with
excitement.

"Have you heard the news?" he shout
ed, clapping his hands in ecstacy.

"JNot a word," l said, wondering wheth-
er at last fortune had really smiled upon
Poor Pillicoddy.

"Why, what do you suppose? Little
Pimpton's wife's uncle has died in Jamai-
ca, and left all the Pimptons rich!" and
two big tears, starting from the corner of
Poor Pillicoddy's eyes, carried the twin-
kle all the way down his round, red
cheeks.

"Oh, there goes little Pimpton him-
self," he cried; and, running up to the
shoemaker, he gripped him by the shoul-
der and me by the arm, and dragged us
both across the street to "Pillicoddy's
Apothecary."

"It's my treat." said Poor Pillicoddy.
"Shall it be ginger-po- p or lemon-soda- ?

Better say soda with cream, on such a
day" smacking his lips unctiously at
once over the lemon soda with cream, and
the golden happiness that had fallen upon
his friend Little Pimpton.

The little shoemaker took it all very
calmly windfall, soda-wate- and Pilli-
coddy. The West Indian legacy had been
altogether unexpected. But his joy seem

touch is to be absolutely depended upon.
Thus, the beautiful phenomenon known as
"the gun drawing water" is caused simply
bv the rays of the sun piercing a rift in the
clouds, and rendered more intense by the
prevailing gloom. Few people woufd be-
lieve that actual measurement of the sun
and mood, when near the horizon at ris-
ing or setting, would fail to show that
they are then much larger that! at other
times ; and yet, allowing for the differ-
ence caused by retraction, and which is
too slight to be measured by any bat the
finest instruments, actual measurement
does show that not only their real, but
their apparent, sizes are precisely the
same at all times.

Another fallacy which is very preTalent
is that every drop of water contains mil-
lions oC animalcules, and that every peb-
ble, indeed, every fragment of solid mat
ter on the face of the globe, is peopled
with myriads of these small creatures.
For this belief there is, however, no foun
dation whatever. So far as animalcules
are concerned, most pebbles and frag
ments of rocks are barren deserts, espe-
cially when dry ; and good spring-wate- r

is, so far as animal life is concerned, a
liquid waste. A few stray animalcules
may occasionally be found in the water
that we drink ; but if it is filled with
animalcules, it is certainly not fit for hu
man use, either as drink or in the prepar
ation ot rood.

But while most of the fallacies which
we have mentioned are due to simple
ignorance, there is another class which is
based upon a sort of quasi-scientifi- c in-

formation, and which are far more
dangerous. A good example of these is
the opinion generally held by half-taugh- t

chemists, that it is to the silicious coating
of the grasses and cereals that these
plants owe their power of standing up-
right in other words, that it is to this
that they owe their stiffness. This opin-
ion has been so firmly held by many.
that they have advised the addition of
silica to land for the purpose of giving
stiffness to the straw, and thus preventing
me lodging oi ine gram, jnow, when
we learn that almost all soil consists of
at least one-hal- f silica, we shall see the
absurdity of such advice. The truth is,
that the stiffness of straw is not due to
the silica at all; for chemists have dis-
solved the silica by means of hydro-
fluoric acid, and removed it completely
from the vegetable stem, without im-
pairing the stiffness of the latter. Leslie's
Weekly.

Story of the Paris Siege Balloons.

The London Echo summarizes an in-
teresting account just published of the
doings of the Paris siege balloons, which
show that ballooning is by no means so
dangerous a mode of traveling as many
would have ns believe. Out of sixty-fou- r

balloons which left the French capital,
only two came to a bad end, and, as these
were lost at sea in trying to escape the
enemy, it is but fair to suppose that they
would otherwise have descended safely.
Curiously enough, a northerly wind,
which would obviously have been the
most favorable for driving the balloons
to the South of France, and therefore out
of reach of the enemy, seems rarely to
have helped the besieged. Thia fact
alone added much to the difficulties to be
encountered by the aerial navigators in
keeping out of harm's way, and really the
only wonder is that so many of the voy-
ages being made in a northeasterly direc-
tion there were not more captures effect
ed. Only five balloons were actually
taken by the Germans, although, as may
be supposed, many had very narrow
escapes, sixteen in all falling within the
enemy's lines. Two of these there was
no chance of saving, for they went right
over into hostile territory; one of these
unfortunate conveyances descended into
Prussia and the other in Bavaria. Several
accidents happened to the aeronauts in
their descent, but if we except the two
instances of balloons going out to sea,
only one of these ended fatally. Of the
sixty-fou- r balloons dispatched, fifty-seve- n

readied a sate destination, carrying lot)
navigators and passengers. The duration
of the voyage was, on an average, but
three hours at the commencement of the
service in September, 1870, but as the
German troops approached nearer and
surrounded the capital more effectually,
it was deemed desirable to make a longer
journey, and in January the average
voyage was between six and seven hours.
At this period, too. it was found necessary
to dispatch the balloons during the night,
so that they might get a fair start
and be well out of rifle shot when pass
ing over Versailles and the outposts of
the German army. The most memorable
voyage was that made on the 21st of No-
vember, when the North Sea was trav-
ersed by a balloon, which reached Chris-tiani- a

after a voyage of some fourteen
hours. The distance traveled was cer-
tainly not less than 1,000 miles, and at
the rate of seventy miles an hour be
yond a doubt the fastest rate of locomo
tion on record. The balloons themselves
were constructed of oiled silk and mostly
contained some 2,000 cubic meters of gas.
They were designed and manufactured
under the superintendence of M. Godard,
whose fame as an aeronaut was well es-

tablished before the siege. A number (
volunteers from the J" rench navy, chosen
for their peculiar fitness for the service,
were trained to navigate the balloons.
Most of the balloons carried passengers.
and generally several hundred weight of
dispatches, together with a basket of
pigeons, to be employed as return mes
sengers. In some instances, too, dogs
were carried out, in the hope that these
would find their way back into Paris,
laaen witn letters lor the besieged; but
there was no instance, we believe, of these
animals fulfilling the hopes of their san-
guine owners.

1 he manner in which news was con
veyed by aid of these balloons at very
regular intervals from the 23d September,
1870, until the 28th January, 1871, will
long be remembered. The 50,000 mes-
sages which were actually sent into the
beleagured city, between the same dates,
by means of pigeons brought out by the
aeronauts, must all be put down to the
credit of the balloon service, so worder-full- y

organized and effectively carried
out.

A farmer, who had passed innumera
ble sleepless nights, immortalized himself
by discovering a method of keeping ba-
bies quiet. The mode of operation is as
follows: As soon as the squaller awakes,
set it up, propped up by a pillow, if it
cannot sit alone; then smear its fingers
with thick treacle; then put half a dozen
feathers into its hands, and it will sit and
pick the feathers from one hand to the
other until it drops asleep. As soon as it
wakes again give it treacle and more
feathers, and in place of the nerve-astoundin- g

yells there will be silence and
enjoyment unspeakable.

Papa I am sorry to hear, though, my
dear boy, you have failed again in obtain-
ing a prize this quarter. You must be
very nooden-heade- Uear Hoy ies.
pa, I'm afraid I'm a chip oi the old block.

Judy.

The Saratoga trunk has been succeeded
by a bigger one, which is called the "cot-
tage." "The baggage-smasher- s are appal-
led, hud Flora MtFlimsey is happy.

What is the difference between an un-
married and a married lady ? One

and the other

One of the rarest nd most pleasing of
flowers is the pink of politeness.

CaSaDA musters 43,000 militia and has
a reserve force of near 700,000.

Rheumatism is sometimes a joint af
fair, and yet there is only one party to
Hi

An aoVbodied citizen of Terre naute,
Ind., forty years ef age, has never been
inside a church.

In setting up an account of a sli-wre- d

boat race, the compositor made it a six- -

eared goat race.
What physician stands at the top of

his profession? The gentleman who at
tends "patients on a monument."

In the recent trial of Du Bourg, in
Paris, for the murder of his wife, ail
the bachelors on the jury were chal-
lenged.

A foreign medical journal remarks
that the most warlike nation in modern
times is vaccination, because it is almost
always in arms.

In June last there were 6,700,000 sheep
in Scotland, 4,600,000 of which were on
regular mountain sheep farms; the re-

mainder on arable lands.
The time to possess your soul In pa-

tience is when your hat blows off in the
street ana your eyes are too iuu oi uiri 10
see which way it goes.

" I'd rather not take a horn with yon,"
said the loafer to the mad bull ; but the
bull insisted on treating him to two, and
the loafer got quite high.

A Danbury man feels so mortified over
the reflection that his children are not
able to attend Sunday school for want of
suitable clothes, that be spends every Sab-
bath in the woods, accompanied by his
faithful dog, which wears a five dollar
collar.

" Doyon mean to say," said a traveler
to a Western Sheriff, " that a man was
shot here yesterday because he was caught
in the act of carrying off a rope ?"
" i es," quietly answered the bhenfl,
" but there was a horse at the end of the
rope."

Chemist "Well, here's the two
draughts. This one's for your good man,
and the other's for the cow. If you
haven t money enough to pay ior notti,
you had better take one. Wife Well,
well, as you say ; so I think I'd perhaps
better take the bottle for the cow.

The father of a boy whose veracity is
not so marked as his back, asked the
teacher why his son didn't have a better
acquaintance with figures, and was con
siderably electnhed when the teacher ten-
derly observed, "I really don't know,
without it's because figures won't lie."

The idea of reclaiming the Colorado
desert by means of artesian wells, has
been broached. It is thought that a large
subterranean stream runs under the des-
ert, and that all that is necessary is to
bore deep enough to strike it. Congress
will be applied to for a grant as a recom-
pense for boring these wells.

The assertion that a lady puts the es-

sence, nay, the very purpose and import
of her letter in the postscript, has had
many an ingenious but invented illustra-
tion. One of the best is that of a young
lady in China to her friends at home, viz:
"P. ou will see by the signature that
I am married."

Washington has a handsome hermit of
some forty years, named John Burch,
who has not left his own house and yard
for twenty years, so intently has he de-

voted his time to the attempt to invent
perpetual motion. The outer world is all
a blank to him. He does not know any-
thing about politics or current news, the
telegraph or the railroad.

A writer in The Field states, as a very
curious fact, that a hen, after hatching
out two ducklings from eggs placed under
her for that purpose, and attempting in
vain to induce them to come out from the
water, to which they had immediately be-

taken themselves, herself swam in after
them, and pushing them before her, ac-

tually forced them to the land.
In Japan the marriage ceremony is

very simple. A man and a woman drink
from the same cup, and the thing is done.
Divorce is not a much more elaborate
affair. The husband who is dissatisfied
with his wife gives her a piece of paper
on which a few characters are traced.
Being translated, they are about as fol-
lows : " I no likee you. I thinkee yon
likee other man more better. I give you
piece a paper. Yon can go. Goodee-bye.- "

Mr. Charles Nordhoff writes as
follows from Viaslia, CaL, to the New
York Tribune : " They showed me a man,
down here, who refused, some years ago,
to let the telegraph wires pass over his
farm. ' He didn't want the whole coun-
try to know every time he whipped his
children,' he said ; and when it was ex-

plained to him that the wires did not of
themselves take cognizance of passing
events, he replied : Well, anyhow, he'd
always hearn that it killed corn.'"

A boy of Chicago wrote the following
appeal to the Mavor of thatcitv : "About
Fire-cracker- From a boy That is Ter-
ribly Disappointed. To the Mavor of
Chicago. Here, Sir ns boys would like
to know why yon want to Stop ns from
firing Fire-cracker- I should think you
could let us in a large lot. I think if you
was a boy like ns yon would like to fire
off Fire-cracker- s. Us boys are terribly
disappointed, so please put it in the pa-
pers that we can fire off Fire-cracker-

we would be so happy if you would."
The most faithful lover who has a

name and being outside of trashy novels,
lives in Danbury. The parents of the
young lady are opposed to his compan-
ionship, but that don't make him proud.
Sometimes the old gentleman reaches him
with his boot before be can get over the
fence, but the young man don't lay up ill
feelings on account of that; he only
smiles at the despoiler of his pants when
he meets bim, and calls it "heaping coals
of fire on his head." Saturday evening
he thought he would get up a surprise for
the old chap. He put a pavingstone in each
of his coat tail pockets, and started for
the fence as usual. The old man let out
for him with increased enthusiasm, and
caught him caught him good. Then be
laid down on the grass and said: "I die
by the hand of an assassin." But the
young man passed on without a word,
and smiles the most heavenly smile of
forgiveness ever seen on the street.

A London paper says : A curious scene
was witnessed early on Wednesday morn-
ing in Hyde Park. A man named Small,
living in Chelsea, went to bathe in the
Serpentine, taking with him a monkey,
which be is in the habit of carrying
about. Having undressed, he placed the
monkey on his shoulder, secured by a
chain to his neck, and waded into the
river. As soon as the animal felt the
water touch his tail he became terrified,
and struggled to escape, nearly strang-
ling its master in its efforts, and event-
ually causing both to sink. On comir.g
up again the struggles of the man and
the monkey to get free from each other
attracted the attention of Green, one of
the Royal Humane Society's boatmen,
who rowed to the spot and succeeded in
getting both into the boat. The monkey
soon recovered, but Mr. S nail remained
in a state of stupor for some time, partly
from and partly from
immersion. It is stated that Small had
been drinking rather heavily.


